Wisdom and Destiny

escape from ourselves for one instant and
taste of the hero's sadness, would there
be many content to return to their own
superficial delights ?

Do happiness and sorrow, then, only
exist in ourselves, and that even when
they seem to come from without? All
that surrounds us will turn to angel
or devil, according as our heart may
be. Joan of Arc held communion with
saints, Macbeth with witches, and yet
were the voices the same. The destiny
whereat we murmur may be other, per-
haps, than we think. She has only the
weapons we give her; she is neither just
nor unjust, nor does it lie in her province
to deliver sentence on man. She whom
we take to be goddess is a disguised
messenger only, come very simply to warn
us on certain days of our life that the
hour has sounded at last when we needs
must judge ourselves.
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